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what about your own master ?    Should  you not
have accepted his view ?"
" I have offended greatly/'
" Bow to him then."
The ascetic raised his head and saw, standing
beside Vyasa, his predecessor and teacher. The
elder looked at his disciple with affection and what
seemed slight amusement. The ascetic put his
head at the teacher's feet.
Having done this he got up with the intention
to speak to the sage and the teacher. They were
not there. Where they were standing he saw,
lying on the ground in her bed, the young woman
of the evening. The ascetic felt no desire to look
at her or to dwell on the beauty of her features.
Standing where he was for a few moments, he
realised that the experiences of the evening had
come by the grace of his teacher to help him in
realising himself. He then came out and shut the
door behind him. Sitting in his place he thought
of the deity of his daily worship and found he
could now fix his mind on Her quite easily.
When day dawned and the sun came to
watch the doings of the world again, the ascetic
came out of his meditation. By that time the
servants of the hermitage had all got up and were